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THE 


BATTLE or HEXHAM. 


KA 1 
SCENE mes Henry the $ixti's Camp. 


Euter Adeline, in Mens Cloaths. 


1 © bd . 
N E1GHO - ſix dark and weary miles, and not 
N -< 


yet at the camp; how tediouſly affliction traces. 
Come, Gregory, come on, why how you leg be- 
hind; poor ſimple foul, what cares has he to weigh 
him down : Oh yes he has ferved me from my cradle, 
and his plain honeſt heart feels for his miſtreis's fallen 
fortunes, and is fo heavy,-Come, my good old 
fellow come, 


Enter Gregory. 


Greg. Mercy on us, how my poor legs do ach 

Adel. What, with only ſix miles this morning 
Fie 

Greg. Six —ſixteen, if we've gone an inch; my 
feet are cut in pieces. A man my as well do penance 
with peas in his ſhoes as trudge over theſe confounded 
roads in Northumberland. I uf d to wonder when we 
were at home in the South, where it is as ſinooth as a 
bowling green, what the labourers did with the looſe 
ſtones they carrie! of the highways.—But now I find 
they come and ſhoot their rubbiſh in the northern 
countries. I with W had never come into em with all 
my heart. 

Adel. Then you are weary of my ſervice you 
wiſh you had not followed me. 

Greg. Who, I—Heaven forbid ! I'd follow you 
to the end of the world ;—nay, for the matter of that, 
I believe I all follow you there: for I have tramp d 
after you a damn'd long way without knowing where 
we are going, But I'd live=aye and die to {erve you. 
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Adel. Well, well, we muſt to the wars my good 
Gregory. 

Grog. The wars! O Lord, that's taking me at my 
word with a vengeance I never could abide fight- 
ing, there's ſomething ſo plaugy quarreiſome init. 

Adel. Then you had beſt return. We now, Greg- 
ry, are approaching King Henry's camp, 

Greg. Are w:—O dear, O dear! pray then let us 
make off as faſt as we can. 

Agel, Don't you obſerve the lights breaking thro? 
the tents yonder ? 

Greg. Mercy on me—they are tents ſure enough. 
Come, Madam, let's wheel about if you pleaſe. 

Adel. Who, whither ſhould I go,. poor ſimpleton? 
my houſe is wrechedneſsoThe wars I ſcek, have made 


it {o—they have robb'd me of my huſband comfort 


now is loſt to me. My very children, whoſe pretty 
frolic round our hcarth, charm'd ev'n time and made 
the lagging winter's night fly ſwiſt as the lover's meet. 
ings— ven they make my heart bleed if they but 
Mile on me—I kifs them thro* my tears, and figh 
that they have loſt a fither, Oh Gondibert, too faith. 
ful, too weak a cauſe—our ruin is involved with our 
betters. 

Greg. Oh! rot the cauſe, ſay I, —-plague on the 
houſe of Lancaſter, it has been many a noble gentle. 
man's undoing; the white and red roſes have cauſed 
more eyes to water in England than if we had planted 
the whole ifland with onions. Sucha coll 1s kept up 
with theſe two houles—one's ſo old, and tCother's ſo 
old, they ought both to be pull'd down, for acouple 
of nuiſances to the nation, 

Adel. Peace! peace] man 


half ſuch a word, 


tho ſpoken at random, might colt your lite—the times 
Gregory, arc dangerous. 

Greg. Very true indeed, Madam ; Death has no 
modeſty in him now-a days; be ſtares every body full 
in the face. I wiſh we had kept quiet at home out of 
his way : who knows but my maſter, Lord Gondibert, 
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Gregory. 


AH, what's a valiant hero ! 

Beat the drum, he'll come round, 
Nothsng does he fear ob ! 

Riſques his life while the fife 
There hawoc ſplit his ear, ob! 

Groans a bound, trumpets ſound, 
What brings up the rear ob? 

In comes death, and flops his breath, 
Then good-bye, valient hero. 


SCENE he Camp at Hexham. 
Enter a Drummer and a Fife. 
Drum. Morrow to you, Mr. Tooting, a merry 
day breaking to your worſhip. 
Fife. A ſad head-breaking, I fancy, plaguy trou- 
bleſome times brother, buffeted by the oppoſite party 


out of one place, and now waiting till they come to 


bluffet us out of another. Whenever they do come 
let me tell you, a man will ſcarce have time to get 
up from his ſtraw bed before he's laid down again by 
a long ſhot of the enemy, we ſhall be popp'd at like 
a parcel of partridges riſing from ſtubble. | 

Drum. Paw, what ſignifies taking matters to 
heart luck's all--war's a chance you know—if one 
day's bad anothers better—what matters an odd drub- 
bing or ſo ? a ſoldier ſhould never grumble. 

Fife. Why zounds, fleſh and blood nor any thing 
that belongs to a camp can't help 1t—do now, only 
give your drumagood beating and mind what a dam'd 
noiſe it wil make---not grumble, when we take fo 
many hard Knocks, 

Drum. No, to be ſure, elſe how ſhould we able to 
return em. 

Fife. Why there ſtands the caſe, we never can 
return *em others now can have a blow, and give a 
blow, but as for me and yourſelf, and Kit Crackcheeks, 

| the 


1 
the trumpeter---od'sbud, they may thump as from 
morning till night, and all the revenge we have, is 
toot a toot, dub a dub, and tantarara. 

Drum. O fie, learn to know our conſequence 
better, brother, I beteech you: My word for it, we 
are the heroes that do all the execution---who but 
we, keep up the vigour of an engagement, and the 
courage of the ſoldiers. Fear, brother, is for all the 
world like your bite of a tarantula, there's no conquer- 
ing its effects without muſic. We are of as much con- 
ſequence to an army, as wind to a vind- mill. The 
wings can't be ſet in motion without us. 

Fife. Marry, that's true, and if two armies ever 
meet without ceming to blows, nothing but our 
abience can be the occation of it, the only way to 
reſtore true harmony 1s, to tak. away our muſic, 

Enter a Corporal and fix Soldiers. 

Sold. Come along, my b.ys, for now the news, 

Corp. Silence. 

Sold. Ay, ſilence. 

Corp. Hod your peace there, and liſten to what 
I am going to inform yYou---now——who am I ? 

Sold. Our corporal---Alick Puff---our corporal, 

Gorp. Oho, am I ſo---then obey my orders ye 
Tiotous raſcals, and keep your tongues between the 
few teeth the civil wors have been civil enough to enve 
you.--- What, is it for a parcel of pitiful privates to 
gabble before thir {uperior othcers--know yourſelves, 
for a parcel of ignorant boobies, and don't forget 
that I'm at the head of you. 

Drum. Butprithe, good matter corporal, what news, 

Corp. Aye, there now it is, good maſter corporal, 
and ſweet maſter corporal, the news---and who is to 
tell it but I, and whit do Lever get by it? 

Life. Come, come, you ſhall have our thanks 
with all our eee, promiſe you that. 

Sold. Aye, aye, that ye ſhall no for it. 

Corp. Why then, you il all kave your throats cut 
before to-morrow morning, 

Suid, How! Drum, 
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might have returned too as unexpectedly as he wen © 


Im ſure he left us unexpectedly enough, tor the 
duce of any notice did he give us of his going. 

Adel. Aye, Gregory, was it not unkind—andyet 
I will not call him ſo—the times are cruel—not my 
huſhandhͤis affection had too much thought in it to 
change —his regular love corrected by the iteacy 
vigour of his mind knew not the turbulance of boy iin 
raptures; but like a ſober river in its banks flowed 
with a ſweet and equal current. Oh it was ſuch 
placid ſtream of tenderneſs!—How long is it ſince 
your maſter left us, Gregory ? 

Greg. Six months come to-morrow. Madam—-I 
caught a violent cold the fame day; it has ſettled in 
my eyes 1 believe, for they have been troublelome to 
me ever ſince. Ah! I ſhall never forget that morning 
when the ſpies of the houſe of York, that s got upon 
the throne, ſurrounded him for being an d friend to 
the Lancaſters. Egad he laid about him like a lion, 
and with his broad{word, whack he comes me one over 
the ſconce. Pat he goes me another over the check 
and after puttiag em all out of breath, about he 
wheels his horſe, and we have never ſcen nor heard 
of him ſince. 

Adel. And from that day to this I have in vain 
cheriſh'd hopes of his returnfearinii, no doabt, of 
being ſurpriſed, he keeps concea!'d; thus is he torn 
from me—torn from his chidren—from tender 
bloſſoms too weak to be expos'd to the rude tempeſts 
of the times, and leaves their innocence unſheltered. 

Greg. Yes, and mine among the ret But what 
is it you mean to do, adam? 

Adel, To ſeek him in the campthe Lancaſters 
again we making heud here in the north. If he has 
had an opportunity of joining them, it is more than 
probable he is in their army—neither will we, and 
for this purpoſe have I dotFd my woman's habit 
leaving my houſe to the care of a truſty friend and 
thus 2ccoutred have led you Gregory, the faithful 
tollower of wy fotrows,. a weary Journey halt over 
Eugland. Greg. 
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reg. Weary, oh dear—no, not, at all I 
eou'd turn about again directly, and walk back briſker 
by halt than I came. 
Adel. What, man! afraid? Come, come, we 
run but little riſqque—example too all animate us—the 


very air of the camp, Gregory, will brace your cou- 
Tage to the true martial pitch, 

Greg. That may be, Madam; and yet for a brac- 
ing air, people are apt to die in it ſooner than in any 
other place. 

Adel. Pſhaw, prithee, man, put but a confident 


Jook on the matter, and we ſhall do I warrant—_{ 


bluff aud bluſtering outſide often conceals a chicken 
heart—mine achs I'm ſure, but I'll hide my grief un- 
der the veil of airy careleſſneſs- Down, ſorrows, III 
be all buſtle like the occaſion. Come Gregory, 
now I mult be the petulant military ſtrippling—Mark 
your miſtreſs, man, and Jearn—ſee how ſhe'll play the 
part of a young ſoldier. 


. 
Ade line. 


THE mincing ſtep, the woman's air. 
The tender figh, a ſofter note, 
Poor Acne muſt n0w for bear, 
Nor think uon the petticoat, Exit. 


Greg. Well, if I muſt go, I muſt; I can't help 
following my Adelinc—attc ction has led many a boulder 
man by the ncle tha I;—I wonder though how your 
bold fellows find them{. lves juſt betore ibev aregoing 
to fight; I wonder if they have an unco mfortabie ſort 
of ſticking in the throat, and a qu er kind of a cold 
tickling in ſome part ofthe fi-ſh. On, Gregoiy Greg- 
gory Gubbins ! your perceable qualiiics Wi never do 
in a camp—1 never could bare gunpowder fince I got 
fuddled at the fair, and the hoys ty'd crackers under 
Dobbia's tail in the market-place, 
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Dram. Pſhaw, it can't be. 
Cerp. See there now, juſt as I expected, after all 
1 Have imparted merely tor YOur pleatnre ang ſatistac- 
tion not a man among ye has the gratitude tO Vives 
thank'ye, thank'ye corpora), for your kind infupmutions 

Drum. But is the enemy at hand? 

ip. No matter--mum- only when thebufneg 
is over with you, and you are all ſtiff in the 
do me the credit to ſay, I was the firſt that to f Hu 
It would happen, I Alexander Puff, corporal to King 
Henry the ſixth, heavens bleſs him! in his majeity's 
camp at Hexham, in Northumberland. 

Fife, Well, tho' they do matter ſtrong, we may 
make Edward's party ſkip, it we have but juſtice on 
bur de. 

Corp. Well ſaid, Mr. Wiſevacre---juſtice, no, no, 
might overcome right now-2-days, bully rebel lion has 
almoſt frightened puny juſtice out of her wits, and 
when ſhe ventures to weigh cauſes, her hand trembles 
ſo, that half the merits tumble out of the ſcale, 

Fife. But ſtill I ay. 

(unt. Say, ſay no more, but take care of yourſelf 
i! the hattie : that's all, $blood if the enemy were to 
nul your little taper dry carcaſe pink full of round 
holes, they'd miſtake you tor your own fife---but 
remmenber this, my lads, Edward of York has again 
Vov'd king Henry from his poſſeſſions, and ſquatted 
[115 own ulurping beggarly galligaſkins in the clean 
{cat of lovereiguty. Here are we, brave fellows of 
Hexham, comet place him on the ſtool of repentance 
- and, theres Hur King at the head of us —- and there's 
his noble conſort, the ſword and buckler, Queen 
Margaret.--and there's the Lord Seneſchal of Nor- 
mandy -- and the Lord Duke of Somerſet and the lord 
Kuows who, Theencmy are at hand with a thumping 
power---50 up courage and to loggerheads we go for it, 
Hua tor the red roſe and the houle of Lancaſter. 
Soldier. Huzza! huzza! huzz 
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MY tight fellow-foldiers prepare for your foes, 

Fight away ſor the cauſe of the jolly red roſe ; 

Newer flinch while you live, ſhou'd you meet with your 
denth, 

There's no fear that you'll run, you'll be quite out of 
breath. 


Then be true to your colours the Lancaſters choſe, ; 
And the laurel entwwine with the jolly read roſe | 


He auho follows for honour the drum or the fife 

May perhaps hawe the luck to get honour for E/e, 

And he who for money makes fighting his-trade, 

Let him now face the jve, bell be handſomely paid. 
Chorus.---Then be true, Ge. 


The” bullets like hail-/lones ſhou'd whiz round our cars, 
Each man muſt puſh on when his orders he bears; 
March will ſoon be the word, he who flops is in fault, 
When the batile is der, you'll all of ye halt. 

| Chorus.---Then be true, &c, 


The fight fairly done, my brave boys of the blade, 
How we'lf talk oer our cupsof the hawock we've made, 3 
How we'll talk if we once kill a captain or two, ? 
Or a hundred brave fellovs whom nobody knew. 

Chorus. Then be true, &c. | Exeunt, 


SCENE —gueen Margaret's Text. 
Enter Fool, finging. 


A learned ſage in days of yore, a choice example ſet ur, 
Whate'er was right or wrong before, 
What'er might teize or fret us, 
His pliant temper turns at will, ſelf eaſe his only paſſion, 
He'd preach, or ſave, or fight, or kill, 
Juſi as it was the faſhinn, 
Then hey for the red roſe, the bonny, bonny red roſe, 
The fweeteft roſe that ſummer blows, 
I; the ſweet bonny red roſe. 
Sa 
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So when the enemy, ſmoaking hot, 
With wwar and blood comes ret ling, 
With head in brazen ſvillet got, 
You tremble while bes ſpeaking. 
With zounds and fire, you crouching cur, 
On which fide do you battle! 
On yours, my white roſe, worthy fir, 
Vill lay both men and cattle. 
Then hey for the white roſe, the honny, bonny, white roſe 
Noa ne er denied, the garden's pride, 
I: till the bouny white roſes 
Shou'd roſis white and red decay, 
And lillies live the longeſt, 


Or drooping tulips force their way, 


Tom foo! ſhall join the /trongeſt. 
As taylors ſtill muſt firive to li ve, 
Were doublets out of faſhion, 
And collars high and monſtrous craaus, 
Become a reigning paſſion. 
Then hey for the red roſe, or, the bonny white roſe, 
Or any roſe that ſaves from blows, 
Tom Fool is for the right roſe. 


Queen Margaret has ſhalter'd me from the peltings 
of fortune this many a year --and now the pelting has 
damaged my ſhelter---but till I ſtick to it---and more 
fimpleton I, to ſtand like a thin clad booby in a hard 
ſhower under an unroof'd pent houſe. Truly for a 
fool of experience I have but little wiſdom. and yet a 
camp ſuits well with my humour---take away the 
fighting---the ſleeping in a field---the bad fare---the 
long marches and the ſhort pay, and a ſoldier is a rare 
merry life! Here come two more muſterers; troth 


we have need of em, for conſidering the goodneſs of 


the cauſe, they drop in as ſparingly as mites in a poor 
box, (Retires up. 
Enter Adeline and Gregory. 
Adel. Tremble not now Gregory for your life! 
Greg, Lord, Ma'am, that's the only thing I do! 
| - tremble 
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[ 12 J 
tremble for---If I had as many lives as a cat, I muſt 
borrow a tenth, I fancy, to carry me out of this place. 

Adel. Pooh, prithee, we are here among friends; 
did not you mark the courteſy of the centinels, w 10 

upon ſignity ing our intentions, bid us paſs on till we 
ſhould find a leader to whom we might tender our 
ſervices, 

Greg. (Pointing to the fool) Oh, and there he is, I 
ſuppoſe ; mercy on us, he's a terrible looking fellow! 
Alis coat has been ſo pepper'd with muſket ſhot in 
the wars, that it is patch'd from the very top to the 
bottom, 

Adel. Tut, tut, man, your fears have made you 

lind. This motley gentleman's occupation has noth- 
ang terrible int, Ii anſwer for 1t---we'll accoſt him 
How now fellow? 

Fool. How now, Fool. 

Adel. What, firrah, call you me fool ? 

Fool. Faith, may I fir, when you call me fellow. 
hail to ye fir---ye are very well met, nay you need 
not be aſhamed of me for a companion. Sim ple though 
I ſeem we fools come ofa great family, with a number 
of rich relations, 

Adel. Why do you follow the camps, fool ? 

Fool. For the ſame reaſon that a blind beggar fol- 
lows his dog. Though it may lead me where my neck 
may be broke, I cai't get on in the world without it. 
You, ſir I take it, are come like me to ſhoot at the 
enemy. 

Adel. I come partly indeed, among other pur- 
poſes, to offer my weak aid to the camp. 

Fool. Your weakneſs, fir, acts marveilous wiſely, 
you'll be the clean ſhav d Neſtor of the regiment. 

Adel. It I could find your leader, I would youch 


too for the integrity of this my follower, to be received 


into the ranks, 
Greg. Oh no, you need not put yourſe)t to the 
trouble of vouching for me. 


Fool, Right, for your knave when great 7 i 
aye 
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Wo 
have occaſion for him, is-received with little enquiry 
into his character - marry let an honeſt man lack their 
alliſtance and ſtarving ſtares him in the face for want 
of a recommendat on. 

Adel. Lead us to your general, and you ſhall be 
well remember'd by me. 

Fool. Why as to ageneral, I can ſtand you in little 
ſtead, but if ſuch a ſimple thing as a queen can content 
ye, Iam your only man—for being a proper fellow 
and a huge tickler up of a lady's fancy -I mi chance 
to puſh your fortune as far as another—truly you fell 
into good hands when you ſtumbl'd on m:—1 am one 
of the fools that have interet at court. (Flourifh N 
Stand hack, here comes royalty. 

Enter Queen, Somerſet, La Varenne, and Soldiers | 
from the Tet. 

Somer. Here if it pleaſe you, madam, we'll debate 
dur tended councils but diſturb the king, and break 
his pious meditations, 

Queen. True Someriet, for ſome there are that 
idly ſtretch'd upon the bank of life, ſleep till the 
ſtream runs dry—1s't nut vexatious that frolic nature, 
as it were in mockery, ſhould in the rough and luſty 
mould of manhood incruſt a feeble mind? Activity 
quick jealouſy of honour; emulation are man's im- 
peril attributes! Amonarchtowꝭ ring in royal ſtrength, 
like Jove's proud eagle, ſhould boaſt ſuch bold and 
lofty flights of ſpirit—that while he foars, the o'er 
firained ſtrings of viſion ſhall crack with gazing. 
Heaven and earth—1t mads me to witneſs this ſupine- 
neſs! Well on me mult reſt the load of of war, Alliſt 
me then ye powers of juſt revenge—fix deep the 
m-mory of injured majeily-—heat my glowing fancy, 
with allthe glittering prid-vt high dominion, that when 
we meet the traitors whouliwp'd it, my breaſt ſhall fwe!l- * 
with manly indignation, and pur me on to enterprize. 

La. Var. Oh happy the knight who weilds his 
ſword for ſuch miſtreſs! I cannot but be proud hen 
late in Normandy your grace demanded ſuccour of 
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tremble for---If I had as many lives as a cat, T muſt 
borrow a tenth, I fancy, to carry me out of this place. 

Adel. Pooh, prithee, we are here among friends 
did not you mark the courteſy of the centinels, who 
upon ſignity ing our intentions, bid us paſs on till we 
ſhould find a leader to whom we might tender our 
ſervices. 

Greg. (Pointing to the fool) Oh, and there he is, I 
ſuppoſe; mercy on us, he's a terrible looking fellow ! 
Alis coat bas been ſo pepper'd with muſket ſhot in 
the wars, that it is patch'd from the very top to the 


a bottom . 


Adel. Tut, tut, man, your fears have made you 
blind. This motley gentleman's occupation has noth- 


| Ing terrible in't, III anſwer for 1t---we'll accoſt him 
How now fellow? 


Fool. How now, Fool. 

Adel. What, ſirrah, call you me fool? 

Fool. Faith, may I fir, when you call me fellow. 
hail to ye fir---ye are very well met, nay you need 
not be aſhamed of me for a companion. Sim ple though 
T ſeem we fools come ofa great family, with a number 
of rich relations, 

Adel. Why do you follow the camps, fool ? 

Fool, For the ſame reaſon that a blind beggar fol. 
lows his dog. Though it may lead me where my neck 
may be broke, I can't get on in the world without it. 
You, fir I take it, are come like me to ſhoot at the 
enemy. 

Adel. I come partly indeed, among other pur- 
poſes, to offer my weak aid to the camp. 

Fool. Your weakneſs, fir, acts marveilous wiſely, 
you'll be the clean ſhav d Neſtor of the regiment. 

Adel. 1t 1 could find your leader, I would youch 


too for the integrity of this my follower, to be received 


into the ranks. 
Greg. Oh no, you need not put _ to the 


trouble of vouching for me, | 
Fool, Right, for your knave when great folks 
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have occaſion for him, is received with little enquiry 
into his character marry let an honeſt man lack their 
aſſiſtance and ſtarving ſtares him in the face for want 
of a recommendat on. 

Adel. Lead us to your general, and you ſhall be 
well remember'd by me. 

Fool. Why as to ageneral, I can ſtand you in little 
ſtead, but if ſuch a ſimple thing as a queen can content 
ye, Iam your only man—for being a proper fellow 
and a huge tickler up of a lady's fancy—l mi chance 
to puſh your fortune as far as another—truly you fell 
into good hands when you ſtumbl'd on m:—1 am one 
of the fools that have intereſt at court. (Flourifb q 
Stand back, here comes royalty. 

Enter Queen, Somerſet, La Varenne, and Soldiers , 
from the Teut. 

Somer. Here if it pleaſe you, madam, we'll debate 
our tended councils but diſturb the king, and break 
his pious meditations, 

Queen. True Someriet, for ſome there are that 
idly ftretch'd upon the bank of life, ſleep till the 
ſtream runs dry—1s't not vexaticus that frolic nature, 
as it were in mockery, ſhouid in the rough and luſty 
mould of manhood incruſt a teeble mind? Activity 
quick jealouſy of honour ; emulation are man's im- 
peril attributes! Amonarchtow'ring in royal ſtrength, 
like Jove's proud eagle, ſh-uld boaſt ſuch bold and 
lofty flights of fpirit—that while he foars, the o'er 
firained firings of viſion ſhall crack with gazing. 
Heaven and earth-it mads me to witneſs this ſupine- 
neſs! Well on e mult reſt the load of of war. Afift 
me then ye powers of juſt revenge—fix deep the 
memory of injured majeity—heat my glowing fancy, 
with allthe glittering prid-vf high dominion, that when 
we meet the traitors whouluwp'd it, my breaſt ſhali ſwe!l * 
with manly indignation, and {par me on to enterprize. 

La. Var. Oh happy the knight who weilds his 
ſword for ſuch miſtreſs! I cannot but be proud—when 
late in Normandy your grace demanded ſuccour of 

Battle of Hexham, ] B my 
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my countrymen, and beauty in diſtreſs ſhone like the 
ſun piercing a ſummer's cloud: I ſaid well, our French 
blood (ever prone to mount) danced in our veins, 
with more than common lightneſs, Then was I the 
honour'd cavalier—a royal lady choſe from the 
flowers of our nobility—to right her eauſe and puniſh 
her oppreſſions. 

Queen. Thanks, La Varenne, our cauſe is bound 
to you, and my particular bond of obligation isſtamp'd 
with the warm zeal of gratitude. Your's is a high and 
gallant ſpirit, lord! impatient of inaction, even in 
peace it manifeſts its owner. For I found you in 
France (that nurſe of courteſey) our ſex's foremoſt 
champion in the tournament, bearing away the prize, 
that you might lay't at ſome fair lady's feet. Thus in 
rehearfal—training the martial mind to feats of chiy- 
alry, that when oecaſion calls for real ſervice, it ever 
was found ready -witneſs the troops you led to action 
gay lords, think you not, that theſe our hot bred 
Normans, mingled with our hardy Scottiſh friends, 
{like fire in flint) will, when the iron hand of battle 
ſtrikes—produce ſuch hot and vival fparks of valour 
that the pale Houſe of York—aghaſt with fear, ſhall 
periſh in the flame it raſhly kindled. 

Somer, Madam our hopes are high as your's, when 
royal beauty, joined to royal courage, ſmiles in our 
camp and animates our ſoldiers, we may hope every 
thing—the troops look chearily and promiſe us ſucceſs. 

La. Var. No doubt, no doubt—wou'd that the 
foe were come when our bright. ſwords ſhall end the 
coateſt—fince I pledg*'d myſelf to fight this cauſe— 
delay's as irkſome to me as to the mettled boy, con- 
tracted to the nymph he burns for—when cold blooded 
age procraſtinates the marrige for ceremony. 

Quten. The time's at hand my lord, the enemy 
hearing of ſuccours daily flocking tous, is marching, 
as I hear towards our camp; therefore g od Seneſ- 
chal, look to our troops—keep all our men in read- 
ine ſs - · ride throughouttheranks and cheer the 2 
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Come buſtle, buſtle; how now ſirrah, how came you 
here (to the Fool.) 

Fool. Willy, nilly, madam, as the thief came to 
the gailows—as I am a modeſt gueſt here, madam, 
with a poor ſtomach for fighting, and need a deal of 
preſſing before I fall too, When providence made 
plumbers, it did very wiſely to leave me out of the 
number, for heaven knows I take but little delight in 
lead ; but here are two who comes to traffic in that 
commodity. 

Queen, How mean you fir, - hat are theſe men? 

Fool. Swelling ſpirits, madam, with ſhrunk for- 
tunes—as I take it—as painful to the owners as gouty 
legs in a tight boot; but if a man's word is not to be 
taken in the world, he's forc'd to come to b.ows to 
keep up a reputation. Poverty without ſpirit, lets in 
the froſt upon him—worſe than a crazy portal at 
Chriſtmas, So here are a couple of warp'd doors in the 
foul weather of adverſity, madam, who want to be 
liſted, 

Queen. I never ſaw a youth of better promiſe but 
ay, young man—ſerve you here willingly in theſe our 
Wars. 

Adel. Yes, madam, if it pleaſe you, and if my 
youth, ſhould la- Kk ability, I do beſeech you let my 
honeſt will atone for its defefts—yet I will fay, and 
yet I would not boaſt, that a weak boy may ſhew you 
he is zealous for your ſervice. For tho' but green in 
years, alas, misfortunes have ſo ſorely wrung my 
heart, and proud mind—T bluth e'er while I ſpeak 
it—muſt know what ts to ſuifer o'er its thoughtleſs 
breaſt, callous in happineſs—can warm with feeling 
for others in diſtreſs. 

Queen, Poor youth, I pity thee, and yet for thy 
willingneſs, which Tefteem, in friendly working, more 
than if thou brought the ſtrength of Hercules to nerve 
our battle. Should the juſt heaveas ſmile n our en- 
deavyurs, I will not (truſt me, my yout) forget thee. 

B 2 Euter 


* (39-1 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


Quten. Now the news. 

Meſſen. The enemy approaches madam, on the next 
hil!—but a ſhort mile from hence their colours wave. 

La. Far. Now then for the iſſue. 

Queen, Hah, fo near, who is it leads their power? 

Meſ. The Marquis of Montague, fo pleaſe your 
majeſty, 

Quern. Then he ſhall find us ready. Now, my 
lords, remember half our hopes reſt on this onſct. 
Some one prepare the king. (Exit Soldiers up flage.) 
If on the border of England—here we cut but boldly 
thro” the troops oppoſal, to interrupt our paſſage, the 
after-work is eaſy; where's my young fon? Then 
like a rolling flood that once has broke its mound, 
we'll pour upon the affrighted country —ſweeping 2 all 
befere us, in awful heavineſs of power, till we have 
penetrated even to the very heart on't. Go bring the 
Prince of Wales—now gallant ſoldiers fight luſtily to- 
day, and all the ref is ſpoit and holidays. 

Enter a Soldier, with the Prince, from the Text, 

Oh my ſon, oh my boy, come to thy mother's bo- 
ſom—heaven, who ſees the anxious working of a 
parent's heart, knows what I feel for thee—alas, it 
grieves me fore to have thce here, my child; the 
rough unkindly blaſts of ruthleſs war ſuit not thy 
tender years. 

Prince. Why, mother—muſt I not be a 'G dier, 
and tis time I ſnould begin my exerciſe; bye and bye, 

*twill be too late to learn; and yet I v iſh I was bigger 
now, for your ſake, mother. 

Queen. Why boy ? 

Prince. Oh you know well enough, for all your aſx- 
ing—do you think if I were ſtrong enough to fight 
I'd let theſe raw-boned fellows plague you ſo. 

Qucen. My ſweet brave boy—come lords and 
gentiemen, let us gochearfully to work. If woman, 
in whoſe weak yielding breaſt nature puts forth her 
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ſofteſt compoſition, can ſhake off her idle fears, what 
may not you perform; and you ſhall fee me now 
(ſteeled by the occaſion) ſo far unſex myſelf, that tho? 
grim death, breaking the pale of time, ſhall ſtride the 
field with ſlaughterous ſtep, and prematurely plunge 
his dart in vigorous boſoms, till the earth is purple 
dy'd in gore—ſtill will I ſtand, fixed as the oak when 
the tempeſt ſweeps the foreſt ; but ſtill one woman's 
fear one touch of nature, tugs at my heart ſtrings— 
tis for thee my child—oh ! may the white-rob'd 
angel, that watches over baby innocence, hear a fond 
mother's prayer, and in the battle's heat---caſt his 
protecting mantle round thee ! On away, [ Exit, 


Manet Gregory. 


I ſhall never know how to ſet about the buſineſs T 
am put upon; of all the ſports of the feld---I never 
went a man-ſhooting before in all my life! and yet 
when the lady with the braſs baſon on her head begins 
to talk big, there's a warm glow about one---that 
egad I begin to think is courage; for I don't know 
how to deſcribe it, and never felt any thing like it 
before. (Trumpet ſounds.) Zounds! no it an't---if it 
is my courage is of a plaguey hot nature, fer the very 
ſound ofa battle has thrown me into a perſpiration, 
Oh my poor miſtreſs--.man I wiſh we were at home, 
and I was comfortably laid up in our damp garret, 
with a fine twinging fit of the rheumatiſm. (Trumpet 
fſeunds.) Mercy on us, here's a whole poſſe too--. 
coining the other way---I'm in for't---but if there is 
ſuch a thing as the protecting mantle, ſhe talk'd of 
I hope it is a pure large one---that there may be room 
enough to lap up me and my poor miſtreſs in the tail 
of it, | \ Exit 

SCENE -The field--- Alarms, _ 
Enter La Varenne, follow'd by Fool. 


La. Var. Death and ſhame ? are theſe the rough 
and hardy northern men, that were to back my Nor- 
B 3 a mans. 


E 
mans. Why they flew like ſkimming ſhadows o'er a 
mountain's fide---clathed by the ſun. 


Fool, True, the heat of the battle's too ſtrong for 


cold conſtitutions. 

La Var. (gives a ring.) Here ſirrah take this to- 
ken to the king, go with your utmoſt ſpeed---entreat 
him quickly to bring his forces in reſerve. This one 
effort reſtores or kills our hopes---yet I'll fight all out 
---I'll ſhake theſe pillows of the white-roſe-houſe, till 
the whole building totters---tho' its fall ſhould cruſh 


me in the ruins. [ Ext. 
Fool, Well ſaid Sampſon, that's a bold fellow and 
I am of his fide---red roſes for cver. [ Exit, 


Euter a Soldier of the awhite roſe, 

Sold. Now fellow ipeak---tellme who you fight for 

Feol. Marry will I, willingly---pray can't tell me 
who has the beſt of the battle? 

Sold. The white roſe to be ſure---we are the 
ſtrongeſt. 

Fool. Thank'y friend--paſs on- ani on your fide. 
Exit Scldier.) A low clown now might ſtagger at this 
ſhifting ; but your true court b:icd fool always cuts the 
cloth of his conſcience tothe fathion of the times. ¶ Exit. 

Enter Adeline and Gregory, Laſtily. 

Greg. Run, run, madan, follow a blockhcad's 
advice, and run, or it's all over with us, 

Agel. Whither {hall I fly? Fatigues and deſpair, {6 
wear and preſs me, I ſcarce know what court? to take. 

Greg, Take to your legs, mad m, get on now, 
or we ſhall never be able to get oif.--come my dear 
good lady Adeline---lord, lord---on!y ſee what little 
reſolution ſome people have, that they won't run 
away when there's danger. (S Heut.) Ah, plague of 
your ſhoutiug, ſince they muſt make ſoldiexs ot us-— 
the light troops againſt the field, I ſay. 

— Exit helping off Adeline. 
Alarm---fbout---and retreat ſounded. 
Enter Marquis of Montague, Warwick, and all the 
. avbite roſe party, at tie tep, in proceſſion, 
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Mar. Chearily, my valient friends, the field is ours 
---the ſcattered roſes of the Lancaſters now deeper 
tiated, bluſh a double red in ſhame of this defeat 
oh this will much rejoice king Edward---lay has any 
friend made Henry ſure. 

War, He has eſcap'd alone, my lord; and Mar- 
garet, who with her little fon, went hand in hand 
hovering about the field, with auxious hope, cven to 
the very laſt !---Whea ſhe perceived her lines broke 
thro*---her troops a mot diſperſed, the hung upon 
her boy, in ſilent anguiſh, till the big tears drop'd on 
his lilly neck---then Kifling him, as by a ſudden im- 
pulſe, which mothers teel---ſthe ſnatched him to her 
heart, and flew with her young treaſure i her arms. 
And nature ſo ſpoke in't, that our very ſoldiers were 
ſoftened at the ſcene, and dulled with pity---grew 
weak in purtuit, 

Mar. Well, let em go, their cauſe is now become 
fo weak and ſickly, that tho' the head exiſts to plot 
treſh miſchiefs---they will want freth limbs to execute, 
Their houſe once ſtrong and mighty, muſt like a 
palſied Hercules, lament that now it has outliv'd its 
powers ; mean tune as we return in pride of conqueſt, 
let us impreſs the minds of Engliſhmen with new 
won glories of the Houſe of Vork. Strike drum 
ſound trumpet. Let the air be rent with high. and 
martial ſongs of victory. | 


FINALE axpd CHORUS, 


Strike, the god of conqueſts ſheds 
His choiceſt laurels on our heads ; 
Mars, with fury darting eye, 
Smootbs his brow and ſtalls before us; 
Leading our triumphant chorus, 
Hand in hand with victory; 
And hark the thundering drum, 
Aud fife's fhrill tone, 
With brazen trumpets clang ; 
Proclaim the day our own, 
CHORUS, 
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Dread Bellona, proud to ſing, 

Fears thatgain à doubtleſs name 
Bids bright fame on joyous wing, 
Spread around the glorious theme. 


END OF ACT THE FIRST, 


A "3 
S CENE---A Cave. 
Twelve Robbers diſcovered drinking and carouſiug. 
„ 


When Arthur firſt at court began 
To wear long hanging fleeves, 
He entertain'd the ſerving men, 
And all of them were thieves, 
The firſt he was an Irifhman, 
The ſecond was a Scot, 
The third he was a Welchman, 
And all of them were thiewes. 
The Iriſhman loved uſquebaugh, 
The Scot loved ale called blew oy, 
The Welchman he lod d toafied cheeſe, 
And made his mouth lite a mouſe-trap 
Uſqebaugh burnt the Iriſhman, 
The Scot was drown'd in ale, 
The Welchman had like to be chok*'d with a mouſe, 
But he pull d her out by the tail. 


1ſt Rob, Sung like true and noble boys of p'under ! 
Isn't this free booting ſpirit better than leading a 
cowardly life of muſty regularity? Honeſty 33 a ſcarce 
and tender commodity, that periſhes a moſt as ſoon as 
it appears---the rich man is not know: to have it, 
for fortune has never put hum tothe teſt, and the poor 
blockhead that boaſts un'tdies for hunger iu proving it. 

21t Rob. Right: It is but a fever in the blood that 
ſoon kills the patient if it is not expelled ; I had the 
ſever once, 2d Rob, 
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zd Rob. And what was your cure for it? 

2d Rob. Starving; ever while you live ſtarve your 
fever, when honeſty's the caſe, only call in poverty as 
phyſician, and the diſcaſe ſoon yields to his preſcription, 

it, Rob. Pſhaw ! Plague on your phyſc---an't 
we taking our wine in the full vigour of roguery--- 
this it is--- (holding the bottle) that determines your 
poor knaves to knock down the rich fools in the foreſt 
---juſt as it gives rich fools ſpirits to fally forth and 
break poor knaves heads in the town.---Come, as I'm 
a lieutenant, and our captai::'s prowling, let's to buſi- 
neſt——read over the liſts of our yeſterday's booties, 

zd Rob, Agreed ; but firt, one more round, one 
health, one general health, and then we'll to it. 

1ſt Rob. Here it is then; here's a ſhort, little, ſnug, 
general health that fits moiſt humour: it ſuits your 
ſoldier, your tithe-parſon, your lawyer, your poli- 
tician, juſt as well as your robber. 

All. Now for it! 

1ſt Rob. Plunder! (drinks.) 

All. Plunder! (drink. 

1it. Rob, And now for the liſt, : 

2d Rob. (Reads) “ Hexham Foreſt, May 14, 1462. 
T:ken from a ſingle lady on a bad nag, eleven pounds 
four groats, and a portmanteau.”---* She ſeemed 
marv<louſly frightened, and whiſpercd thanks private = 
ly for her delivery.“ 

1{t Rob. No uncemmon caſe-. -ſhe is not the firſt 
fingle lady who has been delivered, and whiſpa'd 
thanks for it in private. 

2d Rob, From a Scotch laird, on his way from 


* 


London to Inverneſs, by Phillip Thunder, in gloves 


the u hole proviion for his journey, viz. one 
crack d angel, and two ſticks of brimſtone. 

iſt Rob. Who has his horſe? 

2d Rob. No one, he travelled on feet.“ From a 
pair of juſtices of the peace, a foundered mare, a 
blind gelding, two doublets, and a hundred marks 
in gold---thcy were tied back to back.“ 1ſt Rob, 
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it Rob. Good, it is but right, that they who | 
bind over ſo many ſhou'd at lat be bound over them- Z 
ſelves ; and a wiſe thief is ever bound in juſtice to put 


a fooliſh juſtice in binding. | 

2d Rob, © Back to ba k and hoodwink'd””--- they 
were left lamenting their hard fate in the foreſt. 

1ſt Rob. Lament! Oh villains 1 to be in the com- 
miſſion of the peace, and not know that juſtice ſhould 
always be blind ! Are there any more ? 


2d Rob. Only a fac friar, who was half plunder d, 


and ſav'd himſelf by flight. 

1ſt Rob. The better fortune his- few fat friars, I 
fear, will have the luck to be ſav'd--Whatdid he yield? 

zd Rob. The rope from his middle---a bottle of 
fack from his buſom---and a link of hog's pudddings 
puli'd out of his left ſleeve.” 

1ſt Reb, God a mercy Friar for the ſack and 
ſauſages, they ſhall be ſhar'd merrily among us- and 
for the rope—come---we won't think of that now, 
(A bugle born ſounds), Hark | there's our captain's 
horn! faith, for one who I ſuſpect 1s married, he 
chuſes an odd ſignal of approach. 

zd Rob. Why tho' he may be married, he's no 
milkſop! and I warrant him when he's on duty, aad 
robbing among us, he quite forgets his wife, as an 
honeſt man ſhou'ddo.--He has join d us but aſhort time, 
yt egad he heads us nobly---he'l! pluck ye a thouſand 
crowns from a rich fell w's pocket with one hand, 
and throw his ſhare of em into a hungry beggar's 
hat with the other. 

Enter Gondibert. 
(All riſe.) Hail noble captain! 
Cend. How now, my bold and rugged companions 


M lat has been done in my abſence ? 
1ſt Rob. Oh, Sir, a deal cf buſineſs—— We have 


bern waſhing down old ſcores, and getting vigour 


for new---we have had a cup for every breach of the 
law we have committed---Marry, Sir, ours is a rare 
cellar to ſtand ſuch a ſoaking. Gond, 


: E293 
Gond. Now then to a buſineſs of greater import. 


ut "FT have been lurking about the camphere in the ſkirts 
oi the foreſt - the parties met and a hot battle en ſued. 
cy 8 It was a long time fought with ſuch ſtubborn courage, 
that as I ſtood obſerving it, the ſpirit of war, pent up 
5 within me, had well nigh burſt my breaſt---twenty 


times I was on the point of breaking from my ſhelter 
and joining combat, but I am pledg'd to you, my 
d, = fellows---that thought reftrain'd me. 


2d Rob. Oh, noblecaptain but who has conquer'd? 


99 Gond: Aye, there it is s'death and fury! my 
Id? blood boiled to ſee it---the dull upſtart raſcals cut thro” 
ot the ranks as if Oh, plague on their well-teeding!--- 
gs ve had carried it elſe---all the world to nothing. 
2d Rob, We! why, what is it to us, who has got 
d the day---do but tell us who? 
nd Gond. I had forgot---The Lancaſters are defeated, 
W. their {oldiers routed, and many of their leaders diſpers'd 
n's about the country. Some no doubt are in the foreſt 
he —uſurping war never glutted on a richer banquet. 
1ſt Rob. Why it ſeems to have been a pretty feaſt 
no ---and the beſt on't 1s,---now it's over,---we ſhall 
wd come in forthe picking of the bones. 
an © Gond. It may be ſo; you all, Iknow, will expect 
ne, a a rich bocty, and thoſe whom we ſhall meet, will 
nd probably, from the unſettled nature of the times bear 
nd, their whole wealth about their perſons; but they are 
s brave and have been oppreſs'd- - diſapointment there- 
fore, and their ſituation may cauſe em to fight in 
their defence like heroes. 
2d Rob, Nay, an' they fight like devils, they'll 
ons find we can match em in courage. Put me to any proof 
yon pleaſe, and they ſhall ſoon find me a man. 
ave 3 Cond. Then prove it, friend, by pity for the unfor- 
our » Funate---believe me, comrades, he has little better to 
the boaſt than a brute, who cannot teinper his courage 
rare With feeling---And now, as our expedition is at hand, 
ond, let each of you obſerve my orders. if there be any 


'S whoſe appearance denotes a more than common birth, 


treat 
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him with due reſpect, and conduct him to my cave 


Vas to the plunder, our wild life obliges us ta 
exact from the way-worn paſſenger ; on this occaſion, 


prithee good comrades, take ſparingly, and uſe your A 


priſoners generoully, 
4th Rob. *Sblood ! this captain of ours, had better 


take tothe pulpit than the road—if he muſt preach 3 


ſo plaguily about generoſity, he might at leaſt pay for 
it out of his own pocket, 

Gond, Who's he that dares to mutter? Come forth 
thou wretch, thus do I puniſh mutiny and preſumption 
(pulls him down and holds his feword over him.) 

4th Rob. Mercy, good captain, mercy ! 

Gond, Well take it—tho' thou deſerv'ſt none, and 
learn from this, thou poor baſe reptile, how to ſhew 
mercy on others, hom fortune places in thy power, — 
Now friends, all to yourpoſts-—1I ſhall go forth alone 
you have your orders and I know you'll obey em 
ſtrictly—the night ſteals on apace, and the angry 
clouds threatening a ſtorm, add to the awful gloom 
of the foreſt—away boys, and be ſteady. 

1ſt. Rob. As rocks, captain—come bullies, all to 
your dutics, keep your ears and loſe your tongue:— 
liſten in filence for the tread of a paſſenger; and when 
he's near enough, ſpring upon him like ſo many cats 
at a mouſe-hole. 


. 


Lurk, lurk o'er the green fward, 
Mum, mum, mum, let us be; 
Lurk and mum's the word for you and me, 
Through the brake, thro" the wood, 
Proul, proul around 
We watch their footſleps, 
With ears to the ground. [ Exeunt , 


Gond. Here is another moment ſnatch'd ! a ſhort 
one to commune with myſelf—yet why ſhould I think 
why court conſuming ſorrow to my boſom ! which 
like the nurſling pelican, drinks the blood of its fond 

. cheriſher 


8 


*«. 4c 1 ac. th. _ 


< = . 1 * 4 of 
8 be - £0 , 
+. N — % 
* 6 8 


1 286 1 
cheriher why rather ſhou'd not turbulence of a 51, 
ſhake off the tax of tyrannous recuemorane? Tis ft 
the mere and actual ſuffering that be ds the noh: 
ſpirit to the earth, and cracks the proud hat's ch 1 
—the priſoner whole feveriſh limbs tor many a lo, 
long year, no ſummer breeze has fan ied, migat .l 
be patient, did not remembrance, y.k'd with curs'd 
compaſſion, enter his dungeon walls, and conjure up 
the ſhadow of paſt joys; then thought on thought, 
like molten lead, runs thro' the wretch's brain, a d 
burning fancy mads him! Remembrance hence! 
how baneſul art thou to me, when this courſe mutt be 
thy antidote ; I'll thro* the fot eſt and teck theſe wand- 
erers : fell neceſſity, and the rude band that I am. 
link'd to, demand that I ſhow'd prey 0. them et 
ſt:1] my heart leans to em, tho* their fatal cauſe has 
ſhorn me to the quick for them 1 fled my home—my 
dar lov'd—Oh peace, Gomndibert; touch not that 
ftring—if J mult thiak, I'll think that heaven wall 
one day ſmile. LExit. 


SCENE —A cut Mod. 
Enter Adeline and Gregory. 


Creg. Gently, good madam, gent'y for the ILve 
of corns, where is it you mean to goto? 

Adel. Even where chance ſhail carry us, Gregory. 

Greg, Faith, madim, and if chance would carry 
us, it would be doing is a great favour, for we have 
waik'd far enough in all conſcience— 

Adel. Then here my good fellow, we muſt reX 
Qurie:ves, | 

Greg. Here! what in the wood, and night ming on! 

Adel. Goodfaith ven here! for a2collity demand 
it; we muſt paſs the night, and in the morumg the 
ringdove coving to its mate, well wake us to our la- 
bour— this is a 1etreat, were but the mind at eaſe, a 
king might well repoſe in. 

Greg. I: muit be king Nebuchadnezzar then—if 
we havn't ſome of his graſs- eating qualities, we ſhall 
Satite of Hexham.}] 
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find ourſelves bad off for a ſupper—'tis ten to one too 
but we may wander here for a week, without finding 
our way out again. 

Adel. Oh this world, this world! I'm weary on't— 
wou'd I had been ſome villager—'twere well now to be 
a ſnepherd's boy--he has no cares, but while his ſheep 
brouze on the mountain's ſide, with vacant mind, 
happy in 1gnorance, he ſinks to ſleep, o'ercanopied 
with heaven, and makes the turf his pillow, 

Greg. Yes, but he has plaguey damp ſheets for 
all that—I'd exchange all the turf and ſky in the 
country, for a goed barn and blanket, and as for the 
cooing doves, I wou'd not give a crack'd teſter, for 
a foreſt full of 'm, unleſs I cou'd ſee fome of their 
claws ſtuck up thro' the holes of a brown pie-cruſt, 

Adel. Fie, Gregory ! prithee be content. think 
that we are happy in this foreſt, in having thus eſcap'd 
the enemy's fire, and be grateful in the change. 

Greg. Why, we are out of the fire to be ſure; but 
make the beſt we can on't, we are ſtill in the frying- 
pan—and ſtarving is one of thoſe bleſſings, for which 
people are not very apt to be thankful—but we have 
eſcap'd a killing—fo I'll e'en be content as long as 
there's comfort in companion l ſtumbled over a fat 
trumpeter in the field, ſtript and plunder'd, with his 
ſkin full of bullets—well, I'm thankful yet—mine's a 
marvellous happy lot to be better than a dead trumpeter. 

Adel. Truce now, Gregory, and conſider how we 
can beſt diſpoſe of ourſelves till morning. 

Greg. Nay, there's no need for much conſid ra- 
tion, there's little diſtinftion of apartments here, 
madame ſhall both ſleep on the ground floor, and 
our lodgings will be pure and airy, I warrant em. 

Adel. Peace, fool! nor let thy groſſer mind, half 
fears, half levity, thus trifle with my feelings—l have 
borne me up againſt affliction, till my overcharg'd 
boſom can contain no longer ( weeps.) 

Greg. Oh the father ! look if my poor dear lady be 
nota weeping— why, madam—lady Adcline—dear 1 
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dam I'm but a fool, as you ſay, but I'm as honeſt 

and as faithful as the greateſt knave of em all-hav'nt 
I ſigh'd, faſted, ſought, and run away to ſhew you I'd 
ſtand | y you to the laſt? and hav'nt I—— wo 

Adel Prithee, no more, Gregory, bear with my 
poor honeſt bear wich my pettiſhneſs—for now and 
then the toague of diſappoinmeat well needs let fall 
ſome of the acid drops which milery ſprinkles the heart 
wittal. 

Greg. Now, muſt I play the comforter--why, lord, 
ma4am, I thi k when a body comes to be uſed to it a 
little, this foreſt muſt be a ſweet, dingy, reti:ed, 
gl0n y, pleaiant ſort of a place—beſides, what's one 
night —ſleeping wears it out—and T'll warrant we'll 
find ſuch ſuug delicious beds of dry leaves (it rains 
bard) s'bud, no, I lie it rains like all the dogs and 
cuts in the kingdom; there won't be a dry twig left 
large enough to ſhelter a cock-chaffer, we ſha.il both 
be ſopp'd like two toaſts in a tankard. 

Adel. Why, why thou'd fortune ſport with a weak 
woman! why, fickle goddeſs! wanton as boys who, in 
giddy crueity, torture a filly fly before they kill it, 

Greg. Faith, ma'am, for that matter, I am but a 
blue- bottle of tortue's myſelf---and tho? forrow's dry, 
as they ſay, this is a ſort of ſoaking that Care does not 
care to be moitten'd with---if it wou d rain good bar- 
rels of a e now, ſorrow wou d not ſo much nin being 
out in the ſtorm. (thunders) No, ſorrow wou'd be 
diſappointed there too this rumb ing is enough to 
flatten the fineſt beer ſhower, a man wou'd chuſe to 
take a wet in. Lord---lord, ma'am, do let's get out 
on't, if there is a hollow tree to be found (thunders.) 

Adel. The thunder rolls awful on the ear, aud ſtrikes 
the ſoul with terror! while the blue light'aiag darts 
thro” the thickeſt gloom and diſcovers tothe traveller's 
aching ſight the mazes he mutt tread---the plunderer 
too, catching the ſulphureous flaſh, explores his 
wretched prey and ſtalks to midnight murder. 

Greg. Mercy on us, madam! don't talk of that 
C.3 now 
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now, I think on't, if we were to pick and chuſe for a 
twelve- month, we cou d n t have pitched upon a more 
convenient plage to he knocked down in, Shelter, 
dear, modam, ſhelter, 

Adel, Is it thus you ſtand by ma, Gregory? You, 
Who 2s you fay, have fonght for me; fi ce your 
practice in battle, man, I thought you had found 
valour enough. 

(T he robbers appear behind thro the trees, and ad- 
Eeance during Gregory's ſpeech ) 

Creg Exactly encugh, but not a morſel to ſpare 
=--ſ{o we'll en look out for a p'ace of ſafety--- not that 
I'm afraid tho - ſtand by you! Egad, if half a dozen 
now of ſtout raw-ban'd fellows were to dare to moleſt 
you, I'd make no more of whipping this dagger thro" 
their dirty lungs, tban 

1ſt Rob, Stand! 

Greg. Oh, mercy! I'm as dead a man as ever I 
was in my life! 

Adel. Heavens ! where will my miſeryend ? Speak 
fricnds! what would you bave ! 

iſt Rob, What you have. 

Adel. If tis our lives you ſeek, they are fo care- 
worn, that in reſigning them, we part with that which 
lcarce is worth the keeping. 

Greg. Tis very true indeed pray don't take em 
gentlemen, they'll do you no kind of good. 

2d Rob. Peace? 

iſt Rob. Marry, a well favour'd boy! ſay youth, 
whence came you and whither bound ? 

Adel. I ſcarce know whither, but I came far in- 
land, ſent by my father to the wars, his tword the 
tole inheritance his age can leave me. This was a 
faithful ſervant of our cottage, who in ſimple love has 
follow'd me. 

1ſt Rob, Well youth, be of good cheer---He who 
has little, has little to loſe : and a ſoldier's pocket is 
ſoldom the lighter for emptying, Come, you mult go 
doth with us---bring em to our captain's cavs. 

55 Greg. 


* 
; {+ 
* 


* — J 
a 12 7 
. + 3 
ye 5 3 8 F. 
+; [, —_— 
2 * N * 


"* XX x 


- * 
1 
* 
or 
. 
. 
. FR 
* 


r 


19 1 
Greg. Oh, lud! ob, lud! dear good, ſweet fac'd 


gentlemen |! 
2d Rob, Peace, dolt and fear not; our captain's 


honourable ! ; | 
Greg. Nay, that he muſt be, by his company 


but ſweet civil honeſt gentlemen Oh, confound 
theſe under ground apartments! We ſhall never get 
our of m alive! Lord! lord; how hard it is upon a 

man to be forc'd to walk to his own burying. 
Exit hurried off. 

SCENE — Another Grove ( Moonlight ) 
Enter Queen and Prince. 

Queen, Why, that's will done, my boy —ſo cheerly! 


| cheeriy! ſee too, the angry ſtorm's ſubſided ; what 


thou cans't now be aweary, Ned? 

Prince. Sooth now, my legs ach ſadly---my heart is 
light and freſh tho', and mocks my legs for aching.--- 
I wou'd I had your legs, ard you my heart---your 
heart fear me, mother is heavier far than mine, 

Queen, Doſt think ſo, Ned? 

Prince, Aye, and I know ſo too; for I am in it. 

Queen. My dear wrong'd child! 

Prince. Prithee now, mother, don't grieve for me, 
I warrant I ſhali live to be a king yet, 

Queen. Alas, poor monkey ! thou has little cauſe 
to be in love with greatneſs---thou haſt felt its miſeries 
full early. | 

Prince. Why then you know I've all its good to 
com-. 

Queen, Heaven grant it boy-- for thou doſt promiſe 
nobly---this foreſt will ſecure us from the hatred of 
our enemies? here till the rage of war has ceas'd 
around us, I will watch o'er thee, Ned ; here guard 
thy life---the hope, the are, the joy of mine! and 
when thy harrals'd limbs have gain'd their pliancy, 
we will reſume our taſk ; tor I muſt lead thee a pain» 
tul walk a croſs Northumberland, as far as Berwick, 
boy ! when we may meet our ſcattered Scottiſh friends 
- Whatſay'ft thou Ned, ſhouid'ſt joy to ſee thy father? 

| C 3 Princes 
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Prince. Ay, Mother---and tho' we know he has 
eſcap*d the traitors, were we but ſure to find him 
there, I would ſet out directly. 

Queen. Reſt a day or two; forhad*tthou ſtrength, 
the danger that ſurrou. ds preveuts our ventur ing 
Come on a little- we will go ſearch ſome moſs- 
grown cavern out, and there thou ſhalt repoſe thee, 
ſweet (Gondibert appears) Come, boy, take 
my hand. 


Gond. (advanting with his fword drawn.) Advance 
on further. 

Queen, Ha! whoart thou, that comẽſt with murder- 
ous lok, here in the duſky boſom of the wood, to 
intercept our paſſage ? 

Gond. One of thoſe, who, ſtripp*d of all by an op- 
preſſing world, now make repriſals; if my looks are 
dark, they beſt explain iny purpoſe. 

Prince. Fly, fly mother, the villain, elſe, will kill us, 

Queen. Let us paſs---thou know us not---elſe 
would there ſo much te. ror ſtill ftrike thee of our 
perion, that no matter---what cauie hatt thou to 
ſtay me? 

Gond. By wanting an oath ſworn to my fellows... 
diſappointment—deipair ; I came not here to parly, 
lady—quickly yield up what you have, or go where I 
command, 

Queen, Command! baſe flave! reduc'd to this! 
Command from thee thou worm !—(paſſes him.) 

Gond Nay, nay, you fly nut.—(ſerzes the Prince.) 

Queen, O Heaven! my buy! mike not on thy 
allegiance! Save him, I charge thee, fellow---fave 
my ſon, the ſon of thy anointed king. 

Gond. My king! (drofs the ford.) 

Queen, Ave, ook and tremble flave. 

Gond. I do indeed and though my ſword has 
never been unſheathed, 1ince fate has link” me to a 
lawleſs band, but to intimidate, not harm the paſſen- 
ger; I rather would have plu-g'd its maked point 
into mine own boſom, * have rais d it * 
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I do beſeech your pardon ; and if aught wherein J 
may be capable of ſervice, can make atonement, you 
ſhall find me ready, be't at what blind and perilous 
riſk ſoever; for I have heard the fate of this day*'s 
battle; and ſhould a guide, whoſe dark and haggard 
fortune wraps him in humble ſeeming, be thought 
worthy in this the time*s extr mity, to direct your 
wandering ſteps, my zeal ſhall prove itſelf warm and 
unſhaken, Madam. 

Queen, Theu mak*ftamends ; and the ſtrong tide 
of vils ruſhing in with rapid force upon us, well 
might urge us, like finking men, to graſp at idle ſhows 
Caccept thy ſervice—y«t thou may'*lt be falſe and lead 
my boy to his deſtruction Say—what ſureties fel- 
low have I of thy truth ? 

Gond. Think on the awe inſpiring air that marks 
a royal brow, and make the traiterous foul ſhrink at 
its own ſuggeſtion; and when care with envious 
weight invades the diadem, to aim an injury there 
*twere monſtruou baſeneſs! Oh long and ever, ever 
be there ſeen a heaven gifted chain round majeſty, 
to draw contuſion on the waeich who, watching a 
tranſient cloud, that dims its luſtre, dares think on his 
ſovereign with irreverence.—-But more to bind me, 
Madam, to give you c nfidence Know, I have heen 
your ſoldier, and have fought in this proud cauſe - ſome 
haply may remember me, when fortu..e's ſunſhine 
ſmil'd_upon it. 

Queen. And now—for greatneſs ever has its ſum- 
mer friends, who, at the fall and winter of its glory, 
fly off like ſwallows——thou'lt betray me. 

Gond Never--- Wrong me not in your thoughts, 
I beſeech you, Madam---for 1 will ſerve you truly 
truly guard your royal fon ; he is but half aſubjet 
who, in the zeal and duty fer his monarch, feels not 
his breaſt glow for his prince's weifar2---a:id in a 
moment, when the time's rough trial calls loud y on 
my ſworn allegiance, and ſummons it to proof---if I 
abandon either, may Heaven, when molt I ſtand in 
need of mercy abandon me, Princs, 


En 

Prince. Ay, Mother---and tho' we know he has 
eſcap*d the traitors, were we but ſure to find him 
there, I would ſet out directly. 

Queen. Reſt a day or two; forhad*Kthou ſtrength, 
the danger that ſurrou. ds prevents our venturing---- 
Come on a little we will go ſearch ſome moſs- 
grown cavern out, and there thou ſhalt repoſe thee, 
ſweet (Gondibert appears) Come, boy, take 
my hand. 


Gond. (advanting with his fwword drawn.) Advance 
on further. 

Queen. Ha! whoart thou, that comẽſt with murder- 
ous ok, here in the duſky boſom of the wood, to 
intercept our paſſage ? 

Gond. One of thoſe, who, ſtripp*d of all by an op- 
preſſing world, now make repriſals; if my looks are 
dark, they beſt explain iy purpoſe. 

Prince. Fly, fly mother, the villain, elſe, will kill us, 

Nueen, Let us paſs---thou know*k us not---elſe 
would there ſo much te.ror ſtill ſtrike thee of our 
perſon, that no matter---what cauie hait thou to 
ſtay me? 

Gond. By wanting an oath ſworn to my fellows-.- 
diſappointmentdeipair; I came not here to parly, 
lady—quickly yield up what you have, or go where I 
command, 

Queen, Command! baſe flave! reduc'd to this! 
Command from thce thou worm Cases him.) 

Gond Nay, nay, you fly nut.—(ſeizes the Prince.) 

Queen, O Heaven! my buy! mike not on thy 
allegiance! Save him, I charge thee, fellow---ſave 
my ſon, the ſon of thy anointed king, 

Gond. My king! (drofs the ford.) 

Queen, Ave, ook aud tremble flave. 

Gond. I do indeed——and though my ſword has 
never been unſheathed, 1ince fate has link' me to a 
lawleſs band, but to intimidate, not harm the paſſen- 
ger; I rather would have plug d its maked point 
into mine own boſom, than to have rais d it * 
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I do beſeech your pardon; and if aught wherein I 
may be capable of ſervice, can make atonement, you 
ſhall find me ready, be't at what blind and perilous 
riſk ſoever; for I have heard the fate of this day*s 
battle ; and ſhuuld a guide, whoſe dark and haggard 
fortune wraps him in humble ſeeming, be thought 
worthy in this the time*s extr mity, to direct your 
wandering ſteps, my zeal ſhall prove itſelf warm and 
unſhaken, Madam. 

Queen. Thou mak*tamends ; and the ſtrong ride 
of vils ruſhing in with rapid force upon us, well 
might urge us, like finking men, to graſp at idle ſhows 
tꝰ accept thy ſervice—y+t thou may*lt be falſe and lead 
my boy to his deſtruction Say what ſureties fel- 
low have I of thy truth? 

Gond. Think on the awe inſpiring air that marks 
a royal brow, and make the traiterous foul ſhrink at 
its own ſuggeſtion; and when care with envious 
weight invades the diadem, to aim an injury there 
twere monſtruou baſeneſs! Oh long and ever, ever 
de there ſeen a heaven gifted chain round majeſty, 
to draw contuſion on the waeich who, watching a 
tranſient cloud, that dims its luſtre, dares think on his 
ſovereign with irreverence.—But more to bind me, 
Madam, to give you c nfidence Know, I have heen 
your ſoldier, and have fought in this proud cauſe - ſome 
> haply may remember me, when fortu.e's ſunſhine 

ſmil'd upon it. 

Queen. And now—for greatneſs ever has its ſum- 
mer friends, who, at the fail and winter of its glory, 
fly off like ſwallows——thou'lt betray me. 

Gond Never Wrong me not in your thoughts, 
I beſeech y u, Madam---for 1 will ſerve you truly 
truly guard your roya! ſon; he is but half a ſubject 
who, in the zeal and duty fer his monarch, feels not 
his breaſt glow for his prince's wWelfare- and in a 
moment, when the time's rough trial calls joud y on 
my ſworn allegiance, and ſummons it to proof---if I 
abandon either, may Heaven, when molt I ſtand in 
need of mercy abandon me. Princs, 
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Prince. Let us go with him, mother. 

Gord, I know each turn and footway of the foreſt 
can lead you thro” ſuch blind and ſecret windings, 
that would perplex puriuers, tiil they wander as in a 
labyrinth. Weſt of this a little, there ſtands ſome 
ſtraggling cottages that form a ſilent village, and whoſe 
humble tops, deep ſhadow'd by the dark o'erhanging 
wood, eſcape the notice of the traveller - Hither, fo 
pleaſe you, I'll -onduct you I have a friend lowly, 
but truſty, who ſhall'tend upon you, while I will 
ſkim the country round, to gain intelligence of your 
divided party. 

Queen, Then take my boy---for I will truſt thee, 
I muit per force---(takes up the feord)---But mark! 
---for iti}! I doubt, if for a mome:it---mark me, fel- 
low, well thou giv'ſt me cauſe to think thy damn'd 
intent aims at my dearchild's life---that very moment, 
tho, that the next ſhould be my laſt, I'll plunge this 
weap n to thy heart! 

Gond. Fear not, 

Queen. Lead on! 

[Exit Gond. leading the Prince Queen follows, 

with the ſword. }] 


END OF ACT THE SECOND, 


M9 ACT m. 


SCENE---A Village. 
Enter Fool and V1i.ager. 


vill. Tell me, now good fellow, now I prithee ? 

Fool, But wilt thcu lend an ear to my tale ? 

Fill. That will I, all che ears I am worth. 

Fool. Then need not I tell the Rory---for if thou 
lend ſt all thy ears, then thou'lt have none left to 
hear it. -W a'ſt ever in a battle old boy ? 

Vill. No truly. 

Fool. Then are thou a dead man. 

Fill, What for not being in a battle? Fool. 
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Fool. Ay, marry by the very firſt rappier that comes 
in the way; for no man can live by the ſword but a ſoldier; 
and of ſoldiers there are three degrees, and three only, 

Vill. As how? 

Fool. As thus--your hot fighter---your coo! fighter 
and your fighter ſhy---The laſt degree makes A 

wondrous figure in many muſter rolls, 

Fill, Of which laſt you make one? 

Fool, In ſome degree. 

Fill. And it was that made you run from the battle, 

Fool. Right---running is your only ſurety ; bully 
Achilles, the great warrior of old, thought otherwiſe, 
and he was only vulnerablein the heel, Now, my heels 
always -nſure me from being wounded--doft know why 
Heaven makes one leg of a man ſhorter than the other? 

Vill. No. 

Fool. That he may be able to put the beſt leg fore. 
moſt when there's occaſion, 

Vill. And you had occaſion enough laſt night. 

Fool, Truly had I---and therefore came I to your 


cott ge, where I flept on a bare board all night. 


Fill. Ah, Heaven knows, my houſe is poor enough] 
but ſuch as it is you are welcome. 

Fool. Nay, I quarrel not with the lodging I only 
complain of the board---and now wou'd'it thou know 
my {tory ? 

Vill. I wou'd willingly hear of the battle that was loſt, 

Fool. Then prithee aſk of thoſe that found it---but 
come, I'lle'en tell thee howit was---thou haſt à wife? 

Fil. Yes, forſooth; that was my old dame you 
ſaw at home, 

Fool. Keephei there—for nature plaialy intended 
her for a homley woman; did'ſt ever quarrel with 
ner before marriage ?. 

Fill. Never. 

Foal. Atterwards a little? 

Fill, Uni--why to fay the truth, my poor dame, 
has ahne flouriſh with a cudgel—but people will needs 

fall 
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fall out now and then, when once they come tegether. 

Fool. i bat's the very way we loi the but fer 
had the two parties never met—depeid ent one bud 
never cudgel d the other. 

Jill. Mais thou rt rare fellow in the field, 

Tool Very rate—for 1 never come there but when 
I du t help it, 


. 
Tool. 


To arme, to arms, when caftains cry, 
With a heigho, the trumpets blow, 

To legs, to legs, brave boys ſay I, 
Heigho ! I neevs muſt go. 

When arrows ſift bevin to fly, 
Heigbo, Tacang vos the bow. 

Aud ſoldiers tunble down and die, 

Heigbo ! I'll not do ſo. 


Whizzing go balls of lead, beigbo thump they ge, 
Tall men gow ſhorter by the head beige! 


I'd rather grow; In time of trouble Tm away, beighs ! 


I Ilawinds they blow, 
But aways ready at pay day, heigho ! 


Great folks do ſo. 
Enter zd Villager. 
S Q- N C. 


Fool. 


Haft e er ſcen a ben on hot griddle ? 
Has Jack Lantern e er play d tricks with thee ? 
Didſi e er ſee a cat and a fiddle f 
Them pray judge in a batile of me. 
For I am the boy in a battle, 
That yet never one moment flood ſtill, 
Whilſt fbrill trumpets blow, or drums rattle, 
It s in quick running 1 fhew my ſ6ill. 
For wwhen whizzing by come the bullets, 
And joldiers he down and are dead, 


Mn 


1 


hay And broad-fwords have flit up their gullets, 
f a [ it's high time to take care of my head. 
bud [ Chorus —— Yet fill I am the boy in a battle 


Am miſſing wwhen danger is nich, 
N At runnning Ibeat all their catile, 
hen And my pay to receius 1 can fly 
Shot off were you arms in the hurry, 
” (Though it certainly makes you more light,) 
© You'll find your ſelf ſo much in a hurry, 
” That no hand you can have in the ficht. 
Blown off were your legs from thor ſtations. 
(In dread wars direful chance, ſure they might) 
Not all the great wiſdom of nations, 
On a footing can put you to ficht. 
To loſe a man's head in a battle, 
Out of countenance puts him quite, 
Hears neither fifes ſqueak, nor drums rattle, 
His noſe be can t jbew in the fight, 


ge, Chorus Therefore I am the boy, & c. 
A fool s advice tale in a battle, 
And jour heels uſe when danger's at hand, 
Or when arrows fly, and drums rattie, 
You may then have no heels on to flaud. 
And then you ll ie down in a battle, 
You enemies lough at the joke, 
Depriv'd of the pleaſure to prattle, x 
And quite loft in a torrent of ſmoke. 
Then glory comes in with her laurel, 
And ſhadows your poor bleeding head, 
Tho li e you have !oft in the quarrel, 
| Your ſame will live after you are dead. 
> Then, what ſhould I do in à battle, 
4 Nay, tæwere beſt dwell in ſuſ ty like thee--e 
Nor watt till Fame'strum| ſounds her rattle, 
No! ſuch grinning honour for me. 


ut Yill. Now, goodman Hobbs, whencecame you) 
ad Vill. There's a great lord come in from the 


Bo 


1 routed 
An 


1 36 J 
routed party, who bas taken ſhelter in our village 
ſince break of day ; one of your great friends, good 
ſir. 70 Fool. 

Fool. Did'ſt fee him, how looked he! 

20 Vill. I tended him ſome quarter of an hour 
troth he ſeemed wond-rous weary. 

Fool. Of thy company now c u'd I be weary too, m8 
and find in my heait to be du'l—(fourib) but here 
comes fſemales and were a man's head emptier than 
a ſpendthrift's purſe, they will ever bring ſomthing 8 


out on't. Hence comes it that your dull huſhands's Gr 
h-ad is improved by your lively wife—if ſhe can bring 
out nothing eiſe, the brings out horns, 15 
Enter Villagers of both Sexes, 7 

Fool. Now good folks, whither go ye? * * 
zd Vill. Truly, Sir, this is our ſeaſon for making 


ll of hay ; and here am I, fir, with the reſt of our vula- 
9 gers going about it. 
0 Fool. Thou art right old friend! now might I, 
were it not for diſgracing the army, turn mower 
among theſe clowns, and why not? Soldiers are but 
cutters down of fleſh, and fleſh is graſs all the world * 
over, IIe'en out this morning and do execution 4 
10 in the field. Come lads aud maideus, one roundelay. 
i and we'll to it. * 
Women /mgs, , 


- Drifted ſnow no more is ſeen, 
I hear him, hark the merry lark | 
Calls us to our ſports away, 1 
Peeing to our roundelay. 


1 SCENE—— 4 Ol Hall, 

[/ Enter La Varenne and Barton, of 

| Bart. Nay fir, thank not me, Iam no trader; I, 

in empty forms, in neat congecs and kick ſhaw com- 

pliments, in your dear firs —and * fir you mike 

me bluſh. —1I'm for plain ſpeaking, plain and blunt— 3 
beſides ÞB 
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beſides I've been a ſoldier, and I take it, Gr, you whe 


are {till in the ſervice are aware that bluſn ng ſeldom 
troubles the proſeſſon. 8 
Par. Still friend, I thank thee, thou haſt ſhalter'd 
me at this hard trying moment, when the buffets of 
tainting fortune wou'd rather perſuade friends to ſhrink 
back than ſerve. me. | 
Bart. Good faith, ſir, I know not how you have 
been buffetted—but this I know, at leaſt I think I 


know it, if there's a ſoldier in the world's wide army, 


who will not in the moment of diſtreſs, ſtretch forth 
his hand to ſerve a falling com'rade, why, then I 
think that he has little chance of being found in 
heaven's muſter- roll. 

Var. 1 like thy plaineſs well. 

Bart. Nay, my plainneſs is ſuch as nature gave 


me, and wou'd men leave nature to herſelf, good faith 


her work is pretty equal but we mult be garniſhing, 
until the heart, like to a beauty's face, which ſhe 
ne'er lets alone till the has ſpoil'd it, is ſo befritter'd 
round with worldly nonſenſe, that we can ſcarcely 
trace ſweet nature's outlines, | 
Var. Who of our party, prithee, ſince the battle, 
have ſhelter'd here among the villagers ? Can'ſt tell 
their names ? | 
Bart. Aye, marry can I, fir, but cau and will 
are birds of different feathers. Can is a twan, that 
bottles up its muſic, and never lets it out till death is 
near,—But:w:l s a piping bull-finch, that does ever 
whiſtle forth every note it has been taught, to every, 
fool that bids it. Now, 1ir, mark, whoev:'rs here, 
depend on't, tell I ai not. : 
Far. Why, this isover-caution ; would not they 
Cejoice as readily at ſeeing me, as I at ſeeing them? 
Bart. I know not that, Im no whiſper monger— 
and if once a ſecret is entruſted tomy charge, I keep 
it as an hon» agent ſhou'd, lock'd in my heart's old 
ſtrong box; and I'll anſwer no draught from any but 
my principal. L's E ' 
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Far. If now, thou haſt a charge, old trufty, I, 
believe me, am next heir to it. 

Bart, Very likely ; yet, fir, if heirs had liberty 
to draw for what is not their own, till time does give 
it em, ] fear the ſtock wou'd ſoon be dry, and then 
the 3 might have ſome cauſe to grumble. 

Far. Thouare the ſtrangeſt fellow what's thy name ? 

Bart. Bartun—that I may truſt you with. 

Var. And no more? 

Bart Not a pin's point more —Pſhaw, here comes 


one to let all ont—children, fools and women will {till 
be babbling. 


Enter Prince, 

Prince. Ab, my lord, is it you. 

Far. Oh, my young fir, how my heart ſprings to 
meet you— where is your royal mother? is the ate ? 

Prince. She's in this houſe, my Lord.—Lafſt niglit 
this honeſt man received us, and another his friend, 
not quite ſo honeſt as he might be, did bring us hither. 
Twas a rogue, my lord—yet no rogue neither, and 
to ſay the truth, the rogue, my lord's a very honeſt 
man. Lord how this meeting will rejoice my.mother 
and ſhe. was wiſhing now, within this minute, to ſee 
the ſeneſchal of Normandy. 

Bart. So this is the ſencſchal of Normandy ſo 
here is another ſecret; plague take all ſecrets! this 
is in token of their liking me—-juſt as an over hoſpti- 
able hoſt, out of pure kindneſs to his viſitor, .crams 
the poor burſting ſoul with meat he loaths. 

Par. I cannot blame thee, friend, thou know'ſt 
me not, and thou haſt now a jewel in thy care, well 
worth thy utmoſt caution in preſerving. 

Bart, I need not to be told the value on't. I have 
been ſworn her ſubject, fir——and ſince my poor 
houſe has been honour'd with her preſence, the tender 
ſcenes I've beena witneſs to *twixt her and this young 
bud of royalty, wou'd make me traitor to humanity, 
could I betray her there's a rapturous ſomething | 
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that plays about an Engliſh ſubject's heart, when female 
majeſty is ſeen employed in thoſe ſweet duties of lo- 
meſtic love which all can feel, but very few deſcribe, 

Var. Oh, how thou warm'f me, feilow, with thy 
zeal! come my young lord, ne lead us to her majeſty. 

Bart. Why, as things go, III lead you where ſhe 
is, but were they otherwiſe, and you had not dif» 
cover d where ſhe is, you'll pardon me, but I had led 
you, fir, a pretty dance, e'er I had led you to her: 
come, fir, I'll conduct you. [ Excunt, 


SCENE— Another Apartment of Barton 2, 
Enter Gondibert and iſt Rubber, 


Cond, Away all night—what then? am not 1 
their leader Ao they begin to doubt me am not 
I, as it were, wedded to the party? 

1ſt Reb. Why---true, noble captain; and we have 
treated you as a wife would a kind huſband but 
when a huſband's out all mght—why 

Gond. Well, fir, what then? 

1ſt Rob. Marry, then the wife is apt to grumble a 
little—that's all, 

Gond. Go to, I had reaſon—— What's the news? 

1ſt Rob. The news is, we have taken ſome ſtrag- 
glers in the foreſt. 

Gond. Are they of note? 

if Rob. Faith we have ſome of all qualities, gentle 
and imple mix'd---we had no time to ſtand upon the 
picking. They are all pena'd up in the back cavern, 
and you mult een take em like a ſcore of ſheep, fat 
and lean together. But there is a beardleſs youth, 
follow'd by a cowardly ſerving-man, who hre fd hard 
to ſee you, 

Gond. What wou'd be ? 

Tit Rob. Faith, Sir, he would be an ble fellow. 
I take it he has a great ſou!---toolarge for the laws 
he has queſtioned me plentifully co:icerni; g you. 

Gond. Concerning me! 

1ſt Rob, Yes be enquir'd if you were inamied--- 

DD how 
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how long you had been with us -yonr aze---your 
| ſtatute--may, he was particular enough to aſk what 
| ſort of a noſe ſtood in your face. 


- Gond, Whercfore theſe queſtions ? be. 

1ſt Rob, Troth I think he wou'd like well to ſerve 2 
in our band; for he ſeems to have a marvelous nice 4 
notion of honour. He took up your dagger of curi⸗- 


ous workmanſhip, that lies on your table in the cave, 
and did fo ſtudy the dudgeon on't; marry, the boy 
Knows how to handle a weapon, I warrant him. * 

Gond. Where have you beſtow'd him? 

1ſt Rob, Why he was ſo importunate, that I have 
e'en brought him and his man along hither. The 
man I fear'd might babble; fo I've intruſted him, till 
you give orders for his releafe, to your friend Barton 
here, and he, finding he has been a butler, lock'd 
him in the cellaridge. 

Gon d. Conduct the youth hither. [ Exit 1/7 Robber. 

Then why ſhoufdI repine ?---fince there are others 
who, in the carly Spring and May of life, behold the 
promis'd bloflms of their hopes nipt in the very bud, 
Here comes the youth, and bears a goodly outſide 
yet 'tis a ſlender bark, that Providence ne'er fram d 
for toſſing much in a rough ſea of troubles, 


Enter 1ſt Robher, with Adeline. 


1ſt Reb. Here youth, this is our captain; cheer 
up now, and ſpeak boldy - you need not fear—a raw 
youth Captain, but a mettled one! I'll warrant him. | 
A word with you—( takes Gond. apart.) 

Adel. It is, it is, my lord! Oh, Heaven! my 'S 
heart to find him thus too! yet to find him any how F 1 
is tranſport! (afide.) { 
„ 1ſt Rob. I ſhall look to it—you would be private, 
now I take it. Now, youth, plead cleverly to be 


J 
"4 dmitted amongft us, and your fortune's made—he = C 
| : 3 „ 

We but a ſhort time with us, and it will go hard indeed if 3 b 

| all your cares in this world are not thortly at an end. 


Sond, Now to your bukineſs, youth, [ Exit. 
Let, 
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All. Tis brief. I have been forely wrung, fir, 
by the keen preſſure of miſhap. I once had friends— 
they have left me. One whom I thought a ſpecial one, 
a noble genman, who pledged himſelf by all the ties 
that are moſt binding to a man, to guard my un- 
iuſtructed youth—even he, to whom my fout look'd 
= up, whom I might ſay, 1 lov'd as with a woman's 
* tenderncſs—even he has now deſerted me. 

Gond. Then he acted baſely. 

Adle. I hope not fo, fir. 

Gord. Truſt me, youth, I think he did; for 
there's an open native ſincerity that marks thy coun- 
tenance which I ſcarce believe could give juſt cauſe 


| to a ſteady friend to leave thee. 
| Adel, Now, by my boly dame, he had none to 
| ſuſpect me ;—yet from the preſſure of the tlme, fome 


trying chance But I am wand'ring this 1s my 
ſuit to you if you ſhould find me fit to be inſtructed 


: with the ſecrets of your party, I could wiſh to be 
4 enroll'd among you. 
, Gond., Halt thou well weighed the hardſhips which 
: our life conſtrains ns to? our perils, nightly watchings 
1 —our tears, d1iſ{quietudes---our jcalouſics, een of 
ourſelves, which keep the lawleſs mind for ever on 
the ſtretch, and turn our ſleep to trightful ſlumbers; 
when imagination diſcovers to the dull and feverous 
r > ſenſe miſhapen forms ghaſtly and horrible! and mixes 
N in the chaos of the brain the nature ſtruggling under 
1; the oppreſſion, rouſes the fleeping watch! who ſtarts 
and wipes the chilly drop from off his clay- cold 
y temples, and fain would call for help, yet dare not 
* > ntter---but trembles on his couch, filent and horror 
ſtruck ! 
©, + Adel. Attempt not to diſſuade me- am fixed 
be yet there is one ſoft tie! which when I think---the 
be cruel edge of keen neceſſity has cut aſunder -T -almoſt 
if bvurſts my heart, 
d. nnd. What is it youth? 


Ade, That which from my youth- -- (for I have 
D 3 ; Karcely 


feareely yet told one and twenty)---might haply not 


E 


de thought yet ſo it i Know, then, that I am 
married 


the 0h 


Adel. Witneſs ſor me Heaven! the pure and holy 5 


w:r with n that fills my boſom. 

Gond. Nay, then, my heart bleeds for thee ! for 
thou might as eaſily attempt to walk unmov'd, with 
all the liquid fire which Etna vomits pour'd in thy 
breaſt, as here to hope for happineſs. Ob, what 
does the heart feel that's rudely torn from the dear 
object of its wedded love! and flill to add a ſpur to 
gall'd reflection, that very object witneſs of the cauſe 
arraigns your conduct! 

Adel. (with emotion.) And have you felt this? 

Gond. I tell thee, wretched youth- -- fie, thou 
unman'ft me---Prithee return, young man- -I have 
a feeling, a fellow- feeling for thee. If thou hop'ſt for 
gentle peace to be an inmate with thee, turn thy ſteps 
bomewards---link not with our band. 

Adel, Wherefore ſhoutd I return! return to wit. 
neſs the bitter load of miſery which circumftance has 
brought upon my houſe To ſee my children 

Gond. And haſt thou children, then !—whoſe inno- 
cence have oft beguiFd thy hours, who have look'd 


up ſmiling in thy face, till the ſweet tear of rapturous 


content has trickled down thy cheek ! Thou trying 
ſortune Ma k out the frozen breaſt of apathy, and 
triple caſe it round in adamant !-—-Throw but this 
pois'nous ſhaft of malice at it, twill pierce it through 
and tkrow;h! 

Adel. And if Ithonght 'twere ſo 

Gord, Hearme young man ! thou wring'eſt a ſecret 
from me, which, till this hour, was borne in filence 


here; while, vulture-like, it pray'd upon my heart! 


I am married! I have a wife! and one whem kindly 
Nature form'd in her laviſh mood Oh ber gentle 


jove be mid thro* her eyes whene er ſhe turn*d them 
en me, with ſuch a mild and virtuous innocenc, that 


U 


Gond, Married! didſt ſay? And doſt thou love 5 
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it might charm ſterm murder; andyetT have wound. 
ed, villain like, her peace! But I am puhiſhed 
for't day, night awake, aſleep, till or in aftioh—— 
Bleeding fancy pictures my wife fitting in ſilent 
anguiſh—pale! heart-broken, mild in ſufferance, 
mingling meek forgiveneſs with bitter agony—bleſſing 
him who wrongs her while my poor children, my 
deſerted little ones, hang on her knees, and watch 
the filent drops ſteal down her grief-worn face! Yea, 
doſt thou weep !—ſhape thy courſe homeward then 
for pangs like mine, wou'd ſo convulſe thee, youth, 
that, like an engine, 'twou'd wrenchthy tender naturs 
from its frame, and pluck life with it. (raviag.) 

Ad. Oh my dear lov'd lord! here ceaſe thoſs 
pangs—here, in the extaſy of joy, behold your Adeline 
now ruſhing to the arms of a beloy'd huſband run 


100 fo him ) 
AVE Gond. Merciful Heaven! my Adeline! and haſt 
for thou, oh! my heart, this ſudden conflict thus let me 
teps © clip thee to it, ne'cr to part more, till pangs of death 
” ſhall ſhake us. What haſt thou fuffered, ſweet, for mg 
wit- to cauſe and are our children 
has Alel- Well, and in ſafety. 
— Cond. Could I leave them too? 
ys Adle. Nay, I prithee now—nq more of this 
ok'd Blot from thy memory all former forrows ; if we think 
OUS upon't, be it at fome calm moment, when content 
ying ftiniles round our happy board and truſt me now, I 
and think our ſtorms are over. On my way I learnt 
this the houſe of York has now ſent forth free pardon to 
ougÞ all thoſe who, long attached to the Lancaſtrian party, 
have not muſtered in their late enterpriſe. 
> Cond. Bleſſed chance] that nowconſtrained me to 
ſecret ; inaction -l now turn home and quit this hated life 
ence Ml of plunder. But oh, my Adeline—once more to hold 
\eartt  thee—to return to happineſs---to ſee our children. 
ind] y | bY i | [Ex 11 
gentle Enter 1ſt Robber, 
them Send. How now, what's the matter } 
A * 4 iſt Rob 
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1ſt Rob. Marry, the matter is with the oaf in the 
cellar ; the fool ſhakes as if he were in an ague; we 
may een turn him a- drift any how, for he will no 
how turn to our account. He's cowardly and poor 
he can neither roh noi be robb'd. 
Adel. Ohl'tis my man- -I pray you conduct him hither, 

1ſt Rob, T'll trundle him in. but you'll make noth- 
ing of him I have been trying to take him inta 
ſervice, and make lim kt for our party, but there are 
ſome manner of men tis impoſſible to work any good 
upon. [ Exit, 

Adel. Poor ſimpleton ! tis Gregory, who, in pure 
zeal and honeſt attachment, has followed me, 


Enter Gregory. 


. Greg. Mercy! this is the great cock captain of 
the whole brood of banditti! tis all over !—and T 
have been ſhut np theſe two hours like a calf for killing 
Lord lord! if calves did but know the reaſon of 
their being ſtail'd as I have, they'd ſo fall away with 
fear, that veal would ſcarce be worth the bruaging to 
market, 

Con. Why, how now, man? 

Greg. (not looking at him.) Oh Lord! I'm a poor 
fellow, fir, indeed !—ſhall be a long time in getting 
rich, and would fain not die till I am ſo- Take my 
life, fir, and you take my all; and truly fir, you 
find that time has a mortgage upon it of forty-two 
years; and the furniture of lite is. ſo worn with ill 
ulage, that the remainder of the leaſe is not worth 
your acceptance—if---{weet noble fir, you would but 
turns and obſerves him) Eh, oh, ho, the father} 
No---Yes---Oh Lord ! oh fear | 

Cond. Why, doſt thou not know me, Gregory? 

Greg. Huzza b he's found !-- (jumps )---Dear, my 
lord, I never was happier fince I was born, at the 
ſight of you 

Gond. Truſtme, I think ſo, Gregory-- Come, love, 
let's into calmer conference---fullow, good Gregory, 
[Exeunt all but Gregory. 

Greg, 
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rer. Here's a ſimple change in a man's fortune? 
no migut I, when I ſay ftis he, were it not as plain 


tis he as a noſe is a noſe---ſwear that my eyes were 
putting a lie in my mouth, in very ſpite of my teeth. 


Gad a man might go near to think that one of the 


X thieves had robb<d my lord of his perſon, and was 
TX wcaring it out, that his own might he by, Oh, the 
a quiet comfortable days that I ſhall ſee again ?=--Mercy 


on mc! *tis enough to mrke a coward tremble to think 
on the battles my valour has been put tO. ---- Nothing 
now again but old fare---o!d rubbing of {poons, and 2 
cup of old ſherry behind the old pantry door, to com- 
fert my old noſe in a cold froſty morning, 
: 0 Ns. 
pl 
F Gregory. 
IN a quiet old pariſh, on à brown healthy old moor, 
Stande my maſter's old gate, whoſe threſhold is worty 
+ With many old friends, aubo for liquor wow'd roar, 
A 4nd I uncork'd the fherry that I taſted before, 
* Moderation. 


en Thad my old quiet pantry, of the ſervants was heady 


v2 Kept the key of the old cellar, old plat, and chipþ*d 

* the brown bread ; 

1 | JF an edi old barrel was miſſing, it was eaſily ſaid, 

N That the very old beer wwas one morning found dead. 

4 Moderatinn, 

N But wwe had a good old cuſtom, auben the week did begin, 
70% ſhea by my account I had not waſted a pin; 

TH my lord, th he was bountiful, thought waſte was 


a /in, 


Au never wou'd lay out much, but when my lady lay- in. 
E: Moderation. 
eo“ lack, geod lack, dame fortune on me did frown, 


And IT left my old quiet pantry, to trudge fromtowwn to town, 

rn of my old legs, in ſearch of bobs, thumps and 
cracks of the crown, 

I was fairly knack'd up, and almoſt fouly knock'd down, 

Alteration, Exit. 

SCENE 


— 
CT ee 2 
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Sc ENR Ib Village. 
Enter Queen, La Varenne and Prince. 


Queen. The northern coaſt beſet ? 2 

Var. Cloſe watch'd with enemies: *twere too bold & ” 
a riſque that way to ſeek the ſea, then bend your courſe © 
thro* Cumberland; fo pleaſe you, at Solway Frith we 
have warm friends to favour our embar kation; failing 
thence to Galloway, with all co veient ſpeed, we 
ſtretch towards Edinburgh, and thitherwards I learn 
the king is fled, where, in the boſom of the Scottiſh 
court, you may in ſafety ſtay, till the ſuccour, which 
noble Burgundy, warm in beauty's cauſe, once more 
his aid no doubt will lend, 

Queen. Then let ſharp injury ſubdue baſe minds 
alone, its ſcalding ſpirit pour'd in a royal breaft will 
quicken vengeance---Come, good Seneſchal, there's 
hope in't yet. Holds it not likely, when our diſpers'd 
nobility ſhall hear we are again on oot, our royal 
ſtandard will be flock'd with friends,—Here comes 
the fellow whom I told you of. 


Enter Gondibert, Adeline, and Gregory. 


Queen. Now, good friend, the news? 

Gond. T his, as my ſpies inform me, madam, Non. 
tague has puſh'd right north, towards Dunſtaburgh, » 
hoping chere to ſurpriſe your Ma eſty. 4 

Queen. Let the fool on, this favours our intended 
march thro* Cumberland, what ele ? 

Gond. No more, but that ſome twenty or there- 
abouts, ot your di:preſcd ſoldiers are fallen in my 
power—T have made bold, finding that here tht_- 
village is attach'd in honcſt bands of loyalty, to dire 
my men to march them hither ; if your courſe thou't' 2 
need a guard, thoſe few will ſerve you when mor: 
were dangerous. $ 

Queen, Oh, true ! true fellow! believe me, hone! ® 
friend, of all the bolts which ſpiteful fortune hut! 
againſt my crown, none ſtrikes ſo deeply as my pod 
ability how to requite thy faith, Gon 


* 
4 


[ 


Gond. Madam, the ſubject who, in his poor endeg« 
yous can relieye a ſovereign from diſtreſs, they who 
are loyal will pour down bleiſings on him---That 
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dog requital three-fold repays his ſervices, —But here— 
Hrs 8 heaven has in pity of my {orrows, now pour'd balm 
ve upon my bleeding ſufferings. 
ling Queen, What my young Warrior! 

we = Adel. A weak one madam, and a woman too 
earn your pardon madam, if to ſeck a huſband, happy has 
ttim deen my ſearch, more than the cauſe, althoꝰ my heart 
hich | is warm in' t- brought me hither. ey 
more Greg. And truly, madam, 1 ſhou'd but lie in my 

throat, if I were to ſay I came from pure valour, 

unde Gond. Peace—your guard approaches madam z 
- will and the villagers, anxious 1a zeal to ſee their royal 
ere: © miſtreſs in throngs have follow d. 
ers d Enter Proceſſion of Soldiers, then Villagers. 
royal Queen. This is a charming ſight—ſoon may this 
met 


Mon- 
zurgh, 


ended 
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mort: 
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z warmth be general, and may Henry baſk in its genial 
# ſunſhine—England, awhile farewell! and if in future 
times—no doubt twill be ſo—thy king unites his 
people to his confidence, and his commanding virtues, 
mild, yet kingly, ſhall draw the breath of rapturous 
; loyalty from the guilt palace to the clay built cottage, 
then will thy realm indeed beenviable.--Strike thenanl 


FINALE CHORUS, 
Dread wars at length all over 
lll ſeek the rural plain; 
Each ſoldier now a lover, 
Shall claſþ his lobe again, 
Chorus.---Dread wars, Ge. 
Sweet peace all joys poſſelſing, 
Long, long our country bleſs 
The grateful boon confeſſing, 
Stall crown our happineſs. 
Chorus, --Dread wars, &c. 
Dear 
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Dear mirth for ever ſmiling, 
Come nimbly with thy train, 
With glee the hours beguiling, 


Trip, trip it o'er the plain. 
Chorus Dread Wars, G. 


With pleaſure balms delighting, 
Let Cupid now command, 
And fince we've done with fighting, 


Lee's all join hand in hand. 
Corus. Dread wars, &.. 


"ay 
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